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Wife.     Wives arc fair houses kept and furnisht well.
Widow. Widows old castles, void but full of state.
Matd.    But maids are temples where the gods do dwell,
To whom alone themselves they dedicate.

But marriage is a prison during life,
Where one way outs but many entries be.
Wife.     The nun is kept in cloister, not the wife:
Wedlock alone doth make the virgin free.

Maid.     The maid is ever fresh, like morn in May.
Wife.     The wife with all her beams is beautified
Like to high noon, the glory of the day.
Widow. The widow, like a mild sweet eventide.

Wife.     An office well supplied is like the wife.
Widow. The widow, like a gainful office void.
Maid.    But maids are like contentment in this life,

Which all the world have sought, but none enjoy'd.

Go, wife, to Dunmow, and demand your flitch.
Widow.  Go, gentle maid, go lead the apes in hell.
Wtfe.     Go, widow, make some younger brother rich,

And then take thought and die, and all is well,

Alas, poor maid, that hast no help nor stay I
Widow.  Alas, poor wife, that nothing dost possess I
Maid.    Alas, poor widow 1 (charity doth say)

Pity the widow and the fatherless I

Widow. But happy widows have the world at will.
Wife.     But happier wives, whose joys are ever double.
Maid.    But happiest maids whose hearts are calm and still,

Whom fear, nor hope, nor love, nor hate doth troubli

Wife.     Every true wife hath an indented heart,
Wherein the covenants of love are writ,
Whereof her husband keeps the counterpart,
And reads his comforts and his joys in it.

Widow* But every widow's heart is like a book,

Where her joys past imprinted do remain;

But when her judgment's eye therein doth look.

She doth not wish they were to come again.